was in the middle of the forest, and everyone tumbled out
of the train at the first alarm and took cover among the
trees. Soon we heard the drone of aeroplane-engines in the
distance. They roared overhead. However, they evidently
had not spotted our train—or perhaps they had other plans
—because they passed over harmlessly, and a minute or two
later we heard the crash of bombs falling on Elisenvaara*
This alarm lasted about twenty minutes, and then we got
back into the train*
We had no sooner settled down again than another
alarm sounded—three sharp blasts on the engine*s whistle.
So out we went into the forest again. Once more planes
roared overhead; but once more we were left alone. Most
of us—that is to say the foreign correspondents—stayed in
the train in comfort during the two further alarms; but the
Finns religiously went out into the bitterly cold forest
each time.
At last, after waiting a couple of hours, we went slowly
on to Elisenvaara, where one or two fires were blazing as a
result of the bombing we had heard. However, the station
was untouched. By now everyone was ravenous, so we
went into the station buffet, which turned out to be full of
soldiers, but not of food. Although we raided the kitchen
there was nothing to be had. We waited here for another
two hours to let two hospital trains go by, and also to allow
time for the repair of the track, which had been hit by a
couple of lucky bombs a few miles outside the town.
Finally, after taking thirty-four hours over a journey
which even in war-time should only have taken about
eighteen, we arrived in Sortovala, on the shores of Lake
Ladoga. There was a very good hotel which strangely
enough had not been hit, though the rest of the town was
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